
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Helen Louise Birch 

UP IN THE HILLS 

The earth smells old and warm and mellow, and all things 
lie at peace. 

I too serenely lie here under the white-oak tree, and know 
the splendid flight of hours all blue and gay, sun- 
drenched and still. 

The dogs chase rabbits through the hazel-brush ; 

I hear now close at hand their eager cries, now swift reced- 
ing into the distance, leaving a-trail behind them in the 
clear sweet air shrill bursts of joy. 

There's something almost drowsy in that waning clamor; 

It brings the stillness nearer and a sense of being bodily at 
one with the old warm earth, 

Blessedly at one with the fragrant laughing sun-baked earth, 

At one with its sly delightful wicked old laughter. 

CAN THIS BE ALL? 

Can this be all? 

Can this unfinished thing be called complete, 

And I be left to face it thus forever, 

Forever to twist and turn, "remould and tint anew? 

ARTIST 

Bird, whose eyes I cannot see, 

Whose flight is beautiful, 

From your wings in passing 

Bright plumage is drifting down to us. 
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